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not say that as we entered the dark, dreary-looking
archways leading to the bazaars my heart did not
beat a little faster than usual, as I thought of all
the horrible things which had been told me as to
what might happen when first an Englishwoman
was seen in the open bazaar. After a few minutes,
however, I saw there was nothing to fear, for be-
yond a good stare and a few curses from some of
the people, nothing happened. I had, of course,
taken the precaution of wearing a thick veil. My
second ride through these same bazaars was much
more exciting. It was during the time of the
Passion Play in the month of Mohurram, referred
to in another chapter. As we were riding quietly
along we suddenly came across the whole company
of excited, maddened creatures returning to their
homes after the play was over. The crowd was
headed by about a hundred men, whose garments
were streaming with blood, their heads and faces
covered with gashes of all sorts and sizes. In their
hands they held and waved frantically their swords
or daggers.

Our servants were fearfully alarmed, and hurriedly
turned our horses' heads into a narrow passage, and
hoped the crowd would not notice us. But un-
fortunately they did, and with a wild cry of
"Feringhi! Feringhi 1" they immediately formed
up just in front of the opening to our passage and
began their wild dance for our benefit. It was
rather a gruesome sight in the dimly-lighted bazaars
to see a hundred or more naked swords flashing,
blood on everything and everybody, men yelling,
shouting, cursing, and dancing. We were not sorry
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